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THE BOY GREW OLDER. By Hey-
wood Broun. G. P. Putnam's Sons.

HEYWARD BROUN has done
well in choosing for his scene

the environment ho knows
heat.the newspaper office. Peter
Neale, Harvard trained athlete and
sporting editor of the Bulletin, has1
neglected musical scores for baseball
scores. To fall in love with an opera
.singer is the last thing you would
expect him to do; therefore he does.
It is the will of Kate or, as Irvln Cobb
would have said, "It's too improbable
not to be true." Possibly it was the
sportsman's love of physical beauty
that attracted him to Maria Algurez
when first he saw her.she was a

dancer in those humhle days.performingin a New York music halL
She was standing still in the middleof the huge stage. And then

everything about her had come to
life. There was never any feeling
that she was thinking about what
to do. No roll call was carried on
in her mind before she kicked or

leaped, or flung an arm above her
head. The left jab of Joe Gans was
like that, too.
After a wait Peter met her in the

dressing room which she shared with
the Eight Bandanna Sisters. Quite
early in the conversation she revealed a

quite expected egoism in the question,
"And some time you will tell about
me in your newspaper and say I am a

great dancer?" A little later, when
the affair thickened, he hinted that he
would like to marry her. And so they
were married. It was a happy enough
marriage as far as it went. Maria
hated to neglect her art Tor the baby,
and a dangerously short time after
the birth of Peter, Jr.. Maria walked
out of the sickroom, leaving a note
and a very young child behind her.
She had found both Peters, the old
\jiiu *mu uiu ygung uuc, iiuciici cnucn

to lier career. A few hours later the
Bulletin sent Peter Nealc to Carson
City to report a prizefight.
From that day on Peter finds himselfin the double role played successfullyby certain species of penguins.thatof mother and father

at the same time. There is a great
deal of Heywood Broun in the pictureof Peter Neale. Tho last words
of Maria's farewell note had been,
"Miss Haines says ho is like me. If
that is so, Peter, you may have much
trouble. But leave him just a little
bad."
Peter's interest grew when he

learned, by close study, that the child
was going to be a southpaw. He
boasted a little around the Bulletin
office and secretly decided to raise
the child himself; trusting as little
as possible to the fallible feminine
hand.
That growing older was fought with

much philosophy of the latter day
school. When Peter, Jr., familiarly
known as "Pat," grew to the talking
age, ho was warned against referring
11 Peter Neale as "father" or "dad"
or "pa".terrible Victorian nicknames
iwhich savor of feudalism, paternalism
and various more deadly perils. Father
and son were "Peter" and "Pat" to
one another. Their relations were

Brounonian. Once or twice Peter revertedto typo and soundly spanked
his Pat.
And the boy grew older. Clumsy,

mncticaJ. incoherent Peter Neale saw

in his son a college baseball player,
and in after lifo his worthy successor
as sporting editor of the Bulletin. The
book is another study of those two
misunderstanding animals, father and
son. "While Peter follows his beat
from the local room to the Polo
Grounds Pat goes to Harvard, where
be prefers football to baseball and
goes no farther in the former sport
than to sit on the substitutes' bench
during tho Yale-Harvard game. Meanwhilethere is Maria Algarez, singer
and egoist, stirring like a phantom
in the hereditary blood.

But to tell a plot.and "The Boy
Grew Older" has a plot through which
the self-revealing Broun philosophy
is exploited.is to spoil a story. After
a few chapters we begin to feel the
question into which Broun's story is
leading us. The boy grew.to what?
Artist or athlete? Two stx-ong hands
lay upon him; the practical, unsubtlepaw of Peter Neale, the, delicate,ghostly fingers of Maria Algarez.Physically she was no mother
to the boy. She refused him the
breast and followed her ambitious
star. Certainly she had no claim to
him. I think; and if I read Broun's
story aright, I think he agrees with
me. I should like to know what some

of the readers think when they finish
tho last chapter, which ends so

abruptly, so characteristically.
WALLACE IRWIN.

THE PENITENT. By Edna Worthier
Underwood. Houghton Mifflin Company.
IT calls for courage upon the part

of a novelist, even in these days
When the "three decker" story

or a generation or two snows signs
of coming back into vogue, to plan a

trilogy of long novels intended, ultimately,to cover Russian history
from the end of the Napoleonic era

downward. This volume is announced
as the ilrst number of such a trilogy,
to be called in its entirety "The New
World Trilogy." Mrs. Underwood's
Assurance is Justified to the extent
that she knows the period and its
people, with the knowledge of a specialist.She has put nut several translntlonsfrom the Russian (including
some of Gogol), and has written novels
and stories of Russian life in some
of its aspects. She has also dignity
of style, and no small Insight into

' individual character. But such a

colossal affair as this demands somethingof the power of the epic poet,
who is, unfortunately, an animal of
very raro occurrence.
The historical novel, conceived on a

^wul scale, Is, Indeed, almost our
Modern substitute for the epic. To be
successful It needs all the four Aristotelianrequirements: it must he upon
s dignified theme, it must have unity
and an ordered progress within that
unity, and it must be "noble" in diction
and In thought. It Is a good deal
t" ask of a modern novelist. Mrs.
Underwood's theme is grandiose
cough, and her manner of handling(
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it is "noble" but it does not promise
any impressive "unity." It tends to
be a series of excellent pictures of this
or that eminent person against a

background of larger action, but the
movement drags a little.

This opening section deals with the
closing years of the reign of Alexander
I. and the beginners of the movementtoward "emancipation" and a new
era, started, measurably, by the
French Revolution. Alexander himselfis a leading character; so, too,
i3 the half negro poet, Pushkin, upon
whose adventures the chief threads
of the plot are hung. Metternich and
his wonderful Persian spy, the beautiful"Chali," are also important actors,
and there is an extraordinarily numerouscompany of lesser people, for the
most part historical personages, with
whom Mrs. Underwood has taken great
pains to be exact. It opens with a
meeting of the plotters at which Pushkinis present; he is only mildly interested,however, being in reality an
artist instead of a real revolutionist.
But there are plenty of others who
are in deadly earnest, and. later on,
there is an abundance of horrors.
It ends in a smash, to be followed by
a brief epilogue striking a mystic
note. It would reauire half a column.
at least, to give a meager outline
of the plot.

It is a valiant attempt, and it is
successful to a really surprising degree,the difficulties being considered,
but it leaves one a little skeptical as to
whether a modern Russian epic can
be made in America.

CLAIR DIC LUNE. By Anthony Pryde.
Dodd. Mead & Co.
A LARGE amount of action and

reaction among a group, for
the most part artists of one

sort or another, all of whom are

highly self-centered, surrounds the
central movement of this complex,
.skillfully planned novel. That central
theme is the disinclination of the hero
to undergo the usual processes of
matrimony, with his wife's consequent
sufferings during their unnatural relationshipand her final departure,
leaving him in disgust when she realisesthat her real rival is his love for
his opera, "Clair de Lune." A study
in temperament, with a large T. She
goes back to her brother, and the
artist retires to a hermitage upon a

mountain top.
But even so high up in the air he

cannot escape, for he is pursued by
Sophie, another lady, a lady of many
lovers, but on the whole a pretty good
sort, as ladies of that tvno have now

usually become.in fiction. But even
t.) Sophie the hero is cold, though her
presence there with him leads to a

grave misunderstanding by his wife's
brother and by the man who hopes to
marry the wife if she only could and
would divorce the cold blooded artist.
It all ends in the final enlightenment
and ultimate warming up of the recalcitrantartist and a romantic res-

toration of conjugal rights.
It is excellently written, smooth in

style and with much clever understandingof the artistic temperament
.which is real enough, however unintelligibleto the matter of fact folk
.and an abundant charity for eccentricities.As a result of the modern
fashion the book is a delicate, deodorizedpresentation of a series of situationssuch as caused our eighteenth
oenturv forbears to guffaw over "Tom
Jones'' and "Roderick Random. Only
those ancestors of the novel were able
to think of many other types of incidentalso and the various affairs of
their heroes and heroines were incidental,sometimes even retreating to
the wings while a clown did his turn,
instead of keeping all the limelight
from start to finish. Sex in those
days was.just sex; very important,
but there were occasionally other
things in which a reader might be
supposed to be Interested. The contrastis suggested because this story,
excellent as it is, is so perfect a type
of the specialized modern novel. Just
what, one wonders, would Dr. Smolletthave made of the hero of "Clair
do Lune" and his peculiarities? The
query suggests a corrective of which
most current fiction is badly in need.

THE CUCKOO'S NEST. By Christine
Jopo Sl'ade. Houghton Mifflin Company.
TWO things about It lift this

atory out of the rut: its enig/>Anp1iialAnwhich Iaavas

you guessing as to the fate not only
of the titular heroine, but of her more

important parents, and secondly the
character of one of these old folks,
Henry, the girl's father. Unfortunatelyfor the purposes of a brief notice
it will not do to betray Henry's secret,
The author keeps it a secret until
well toward the end, and Henry himselfis always in the background, but
he is an appealing, oddly interesting
flguro. The plot turns upon the rather
violent assumption that Mrs. Henry
and her daughter are Ignorant of
what his actual profession or business
Is. Ho departs dally from their suburbanhome, near Margate, and returnsby the midnight train. Bo'.h
mother and daughter wonder and
speculate for years, but refrain from
too close spying.
Then. In an evil hour, the near vilalnessof the piece, a malicious old

Marchesa, intervenes and invites
mother and daughter to occupy her
London house. The Marchesa is a

flno specimen of the meddling old
woman, who takes a delight In messing
up other people's lives. She is greatly
amused by the fact that Henry's businessis unknown to his family, and
when she learns the truth Bhe arranges
a dramatic, almost tragic, disclosure
which does not quite come off as she
expected. Interwoven with this is a

ub-plot, which is something of an
Intrusion, and has the air of a separateshort story imbedded in the
main narrative. Behind the Mnrchesa'shouse is a sort of studio, occupiedby two dress designers.a man

>d woman, partners.and In the end
lovers. They are trreatly Interested

i the girl and aid her In her affair
with the son of the huughty Sir Terence.avery pretty love story, all hy
tself. Sir Terence is a tea room magate,a sort of chain store millionaire.
In a way, ho is the business rival of
the Inscrutable Henry, although that
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Editor Book Section.Sir:
I WRITE to thank you warmly tor

your publication of October 1 of
the attack made upon me by my

one-time friend, Herman Swank, who

accompanied me to the North Pole on

the most recent Traprock Expedition.
When I say I thank you. sir, please
believe that my gratitude is sincere.

It is well known that Polar expeditionsare invariably split asunder, immediatelyfollowing their return to
civilization, by bitterness and recriminationon the part of some of their
members. It needed only this outburst
of Swank's to add the last touch of
authenticity to my recent adventure.
In running true to form with his ridiculousarray of charges the poor fellowsubstantiates my remarkable
achievements which some have taken
lightly.
But I should be unfair to that

large public which, I am pleased to
say, has showed unbounded faith in
me, were I to dismiss Idly this conventionalattack of my deluded companion.A word of explanation is
surely due, a word which, I feel sure,
will not be interpreted as either apologyor excuse.nay, not even as defense;for I have always scorned to
defend myself against the slings and
arrows of caluminous envy. The name
of Traprock is its own defense, and
ever shall be.
What, then, is the reason back of

this treachery? Why should I thus bo
siaoneu in a puonc place : 10 answer

convincingly it will be necessary to
examine two documents, first Swank's
absurd "impeachment," second my own
"Northern Exposure." Lest tho wary
reader suspect that this is an attempt
on my part to lure him into the purchaseof my book let me hasten to
add that special copies (for reference
only and not to be taken from the
premises) will be at the disposal of
the public from D A. M. to 5 P. )L
on all week days at tho office of tho
Northern Lights Society, 54 West

part of the secret. But he certainly
ould not consent to his son's alliance

with Henry's daughter if he knew who
Henry was. It is a nice situation, with
a novel twist to it.
The most worth while figure, however,is Henry; patiently tolling for

years to build up what he thinks a

spectacular position, to delight his
wife and daughter, only to shock them
with the truth when he is about to
realize his ambition, or when he might
have done so had not the miserable
Sir Terence intervened. Henry is a
lovable, humorously pathetic character,
wholly real and enough in himself to
malic the book of unusual interest.

THE MIDDLE OF THINGS. By J. S.
Fletcher. Alfred A. Knopf.
THE appearance of a new Fletcher

detective story (once every
four months) begins to have

the regularity of an astronomical
phenomenon. One wonders how he
ctces it.and then, still more, how he
dees it so well! Twelve novels in four

upon the skme model, and yet all sufficientlydifferent to be extraordinarilyentertaining. But there is also
a feeling in reading this last one that,
although ho turns out so good a

product, he might do very much better
if he took more time and pains to it
Terhaps that is a rather mean fling,
an unkind looking into the mouth of
a healthy gift horse. Still there is a

quality about the opening chapter of
this upon which, one suspects, Mr.
Fietcher spent most time, that shows
what his standard might bo if he were
not in such a breathless hurry, for
there is a cozy, Dickensy phrasing, a

delicacy in character sketching and a

breadth of conception in the first
chapter (repeated, now and then,
later on) that mark the artist of first
rate ability.
But then it slides rapidly into the

whirlwind movement of the usual
complex to the expected chromatic
finish. He uses all the familiar devices,and uses them in masterly fashion,and it will take a very acute
reader to guess the answer until he
is quite ready to explain his mystery.
It starts with the murdered body,
stolen papers, a magnificent diamond,
an innocent young man accused of
the crime, and then a whole Tichborne
c'aimant case is superimposed. A
wealth of mystery. Maybe it is not
quite so fresh as the first of the
scries, but it is far above the general
run. And Mr. Fletcher can and does
write English; his style is above reproach.
THE TWEVTT-FIRST BURR. By VictorLaurlston. George H. Doran Company.
THE first requirements of a

mystery story are, of course,
to mystify, thrill and contain

the valuable Ingredient.suspense. All
are to be found in "The Twenty-first
Burr." There was a slight mystery
that hung over the head of Adam
winngm, ana 11 deepened when no|
was found dead in the "ghost room"
of his home. Tho doctors diagnosed
it as heart failure. But then there
was tho scratch on his hand which his
daughter noticed, the man In gray who
had been haunting Castlo Sunset, the
weird tales of ghosts the servants told,
the fingerprint and marks of a pin on
the telegram and the Impudent chauffeur.The author is evidently a chirologistor knows a little something
about the science of the hand, for tho
greater part of Glory Adair's deductions.which later provo sound, are

based on her knowledge of palmistry.
It is a good mystery story.

THE HOU8E OF FIVE 8WORD8. By
Tristram Tupper. Gcorgo II. Doran
Company.
MR. TUPPER Is another newcomerwho should find n«

lack of welcome from lovr^
of romance. This, a flrst novel, has al'
tho elements of a grown up fnirv
story; a clean story, with something
of the manner of Hans Andersen In
the tale of the poor bootmaker's little
daughter, the robin who dances Into
the story, a half elfin child, and grows
up to be adopted by the Wealthy old
ogre. 8ho Is exquisitely done. The
child Is altogether adorable as a child,
and real, and she does not (as so many
child heroines do) lose her character1
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In glancing over Exhibit A, Swank's
petty attack, one Is struck by a characteristicallymodest paragraph begin-
ning, "First of all, a brief word about
myself." This is typical of the man.
How unconsciously he betrays the fact
that his tlrst thought as well as his
last is always about himself. But he
further lets himself In, led on by that
most damning of companions, his alter
ego or subconscious self, to make with
a certain gesture of vainglory the
statement that his title on this and
previous cruises has been that of
"Official Painter and Landscapist."
Well and good, Mr. Swank. This is

perfectly true. But now I must ask
the impartial Judge to glance at ExhibitB, "My Northern Exposure," and
to turn with me lis pages to see if we
can find the slightest evidence that
Mr. Swank did so much as one lick
of work during our entire voyage.
Perhaps I may savo the reader trouble
by assuring him that Ije will find no
record of the minutefft indication of
Industry on the part of this man who
boasts himself the "Official Painter
and Landscapist." The actual truth
Is that an Incessant warfare was
waged by Swank and myself dtie to
my efforts to force him into recording
some of the marvelous natural beautiesthrough which we were passing,
ho vast snow fields, the giant bergs,
the inky floes. "See that, Swank," I
used to sav. DOintlntr to some nartlcu-
iarly well designed Iceberg. "Isn't that
pretty? Paint 'em, boy."

At first he pretended to be making
preparations, sorting his colors and
brushes and daubing sample hues on

and become quite another person
^

when she grows up. As a big girl
she is recognizably the same as the
little creature who "lived in a crab-
apple tree" and listened to the old sign
of the boot creaking.
The rest of the story is more conventionaland sometimes comes near

to flying too high. It involves a young
man who is expelled from West Point
and who takes up the role of a spy
in the German forces during the war.
This, however, is stage managed with
discretion and makes a good tale of
adventure. It is all rather high in
key, and one feels a little as when
listening to a singer reaching for her
top note, a little apprehensive, but it
holds. The right conclusion is reached
as gracefully as the ending of a minuet.There is some flavor of an
older fashion about it, even to the war

chapters: a fineness and delicacy that
is not weakness. And above all, one
will remember tho child; sho is worth
all the rest of the book.

THK GLAND STEALERS. By Bertram
Gayton. J. B. Llpplncott Company.
THE author of this had a gorgeousidea and has developed

It to good purpose but the pos-
sihilities of it seem to have been a bit
too much for him. It would need the
unique capacity of a Wells to carry
through such a fantasy as this withoutslipping anywhere. Nevertheless
i'. is an entertaining, joyous farce, and
has some fine touches. It is man|aged plausibly enough, in its main
lines, and its actors are well conceived,
The hero of the piece has reached the
maturo age of ninety-four, when he
happens to learn of the marvels of

j rejuvenation worked by transplant-
lng monkey glands to the human body.
He undergoes the operation, which is
startllngly successful. At first it
throws him back Into childhood, givinghim the spirits and ambitions of
a boy about ten, but ho grows'rapld-
ly out of that and settles down to
something like forty-five or so: mature
but very springily youthful in
physique.
The result is so pleasant that he re- \

solves to extends its benefits. He
forms a "club" of aged men (and one

w.oman) and carries them to Africa,
to hunt the gorilla in its lair and
provide enough glands to start whole;salo rejuvenescence. Thereafter the
story diverges from its original form
and becomes a tale of adventure, almostas gaudy as the doings of a

Tarzan, in pursuit of the wild gorilla,
by airplane, soporific gas and even

hypnotism. It makes an amusing ex- ,

travaganza, but remains a digression. «

The reader would best learn for himselfhow the hunt ended.or paused
.for Grandpa Is still down there
hunting, though most of the remade
old fellows came a cropper in the end.

THE TRAIL OF CONFLICT. Ry Kmllle '

Lorlng. Penn Publishing Company.
THERE] Is a sufficiently wild

Westernness to this tale to

keep It moving along the fa-
miliar grooves of such stories, but Its
chief theme Is the moro ancient one

of the man and wife who fall in love
with each other after marriage and
in spite of themselves. Or, more j

A Drawing By G. K. Chesteri
Hilaire Belloc's "Th<
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leased from the Bellevue psychopathloward, where, at great pains to
myself, I had had him placed for observation.The color and design were
recorded from memory, which may accountof Its total Inaccuracy. Inasmuchas at the time of the aurora
display Swank's memory was not
functioning.
The "Greenland water colors" of

which he speaks are merely Imaginary'-The only actual painting he
did was, I repeat, that of daubing up
the door Jamb of my cabin, which I now
have reason to believe was a malicious
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the edge of the doors and generally
massing things up. Also, he was lm>o8slblycaptious In regard to subjects.
"Too much snow," he used to say,

as if he expected palm trees north
af 86.
After fiddling away two months he

began to complain that due to the
increasing cold his water colors froze
on him and melted off the pad when
he took them Indoors. Again I goaded
him to begin work In oils, to which he
made the expressive reply, "Some
years I just don't feel like working."
And then night fell. All chance of

daylight painting was lost, due to this
fellow's Incorrigible laziness. When
we met the lovely Kllnka maidens, of
whom he chooses to make such scurrilousremarks, his artistic being suddenlyburst Into activity. But was It
landscapes he wished to paint? Not
by a Jugful. It was portraits. Nothingwould do but he must paint the
portraits of Iklk and Yalok and Snak
and the other beautiful creatures by
whom wo were surrounded. Nor would
he have stopped at portraits had I not
sternly forbidden the entire proceedingafter seeing his first attempt, a
head of Yalok. the most flagrant
painted Insult I have ever seen. We
ate the picture on our return voyage,
which shows how close to starvation
wo were. Even as food It was unsatisfactory.
Swank speaks of my critical referenceto his picture of the Aurora

Borealis as "looking like a dish of
blue tripe." In this way he deceitfully
suggests that he actually painted the
picture on the voyage. As a matter
of fact It was done two months after
his return when he was finally roaccurately,

the woman who finds herselfIn love with a nominal husband
who has been forced upon her by circumstances,for although it does not
s) appear at the start, "Barkis Is
willln'" all the time. It opens with
two prim financiers, one a self-made,
massive creature, tho other, of the
aristocratic name of Courtlandt (of
the family for which the street to the
ferry was named), a gentleman of the
old school. The rough one. Glamor-
pan. demands that * Courtlandt's son
shall marry his daughter, else there
will be a financial smash. The childrenagree, to save the family honor
and fortune.
Then the story moves out "West and

young Courtlandt has a chance to
show his unwilling wife that he Is a
real he-man. The adventuring Is
strenuous enough to convince any
lady. The minor people are more than
usually lifelike: a good story of a
rather conventional order.

ACROSS THE MESA. By Jarvla Hall.
Penn Publishing Company.
CONFRONTED by another Wild

West story the reviewer Is

tempted to throw up his hands
in despair. Everything that can possiblybe said of this typo of novel has

been said ad nauseam, and generally
the books are as like as two peas.
About all one can do Is to label them
as good, bad or Indifferent, or.rarely
.very good, and let It go nt that.
This one falls into the distinctly good
class. Mr. Jarvls Ilall has done it
before, and knows how to do it well.
Ills Mexican and border scenery is ex-

cellent, as ho writes from first hand
knowledgo and has a good trick of
description. His people are real
enough for the purpose: the intruding
heroine, this time from effete Chicago,who goes to the wilderness to
get into picturesque trouble and to
be rescued by the valiantly masculine
hero. In this case there are also
some very good bandits, chiefly Mexican,and they run around nicely. The
plot Is skillfully constructed and will
held the attention of the addict to this
fcrm of entertaining fiction.

H1RONDEIA.E, By Henry C. Rowland.
Harper & Brothers.

THE most exciting thing about
Mr. Rowland's book, which la
an attempt to write a novel of

idventure. Is the picture of the pirate
on the paper cover. Shane O'Conor,
'i citizen 01 me uniteo »iateo in mv

year 1800, and an Irish nobleman in
his own right, builds a ship, which he
Phrlstens the HIrondelle.the swallow
.planned by Ruderic, a young shipbuilderwhose favorite emotion is
hate, for the apparent purpose of
smuggling slaves. O'Conor has a

daughter, the L»ady Sheila, who Is of
the sweet and simple school of hero-
Incs, ready to be abducted at any momentand Just as ready to be saved bl*
the next, and Is sure of being properly
married to the hero in the lost chapter.
The Ilirondello sets out on its adventures,the conventional pirate

ships loom out of tho fog. O'C'onor
predicts that a war with Kngland Is
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t>o recently befouled my name. In
Justice to this poor creature It may
be said that, passing through the
craziest phases of modern art, he has
at last reached a point where he no

longer paints his pictures; he merely'
Imagines them. This Is undoubtedly
for the best.
Thanks to his recent outburst, the

attention of the public will now bo
focused as never before on the actual
points at Issue, my personal character
and the veracity of my every state-
ment. To show that I bear Swank no
111 will let me relate a little incident,
His scurrilous letter was forwarded to
me while I was Inspecting the geyser
basins of the Yellowstone National
Park as member of a special "Commissionfor the Preservation and
Propagation of Geysers." On the day
previous to my receipt of the clipping
a new geyser bad erupted In the Norrisfield. As head of the commission
It was my privilege to name this new
geyser, and, as It was one of tho mud
slinging variety, I could think of no

more appropriate title than that of
"Swank Geyser,** by which It will be
known for all time.
Thanking you again for your distinguishedconsideration and for tho

valuable space which I hope to occupy,
I am
Very cordially yours,

Walter E. Traprock,
F.R.S.S.E.U.L.L.N.D.

Imminent, so the author uses the war
of 1812 to eke out the spare material
of his book. It Is tissue paper fiction.
KASTI,R KRAG8. By Absalom Martin,

Duffleld & Co.

FLORIDA Is gaining ground as

the seat of the mystery story,
to which the dark forests,

swamps, bayous and snake Infested
waterways make a natural habitat.
This one also has a century old house,
near a lagoon, and equipped with ft

tradition of burled treasure. The
legend had It that a predatory seafar-
Ing man had planted the treasure
somewhere In the lagoon and had set
some sea monster to guard It. There
certainly were mysterious disappear-
ances, beginning with that of a perfectlygood butler, who shrieked nicely
before the monster got him. Then the
owner of the house went the same
way, also shrieking first to announce
the event. The third disappearance
was silent.but that's enough to
arouse Interest In a really unusually
well sustained plot. The style of the
narrative is somewhat crude, but its
movement Is excellent and the puzzle
Is quite real.

Authors' Works
and Their Ways

Frederick O'Brien Is In New York
for a brief stay after some wandering
In the Northwest. He saw Yellowstoneand Mount Rainier national
parks, and then attended the roundup j
at Pendleton, Ore., In cheerful companywith the author of "The Cruise
of the Kawa" and others.

Tho Marshall Jones Company has
Just published "Football and How to
Watch It," by Percy D. Haughton.
The claim Is made that this Is the
first book on football addressed directlyto the spectator Instead of to
the player. The book contains forty
Illustrations selected by the author
from several thousand plates.

A new Holman Day novel Is announcedfor October publication by
the Harpers."Joan of Arc of the
North Woods." a story of primitive
fighting pitted against city Intrigue.
The publishers describe It as a story
of love, violence and intrigue in the
north country.

The Duttona have ready their promisednew edition of the novels of the
Bronte sisters. It is In a set of six
volumes, which are to be sold either
In the set or separately. There are
sixty Illustrations In color by Edmund
Dulac and each volume contains an
Introduction by May Sinclair.

On October 20 "The Letter* of
Franklin K. Lane" will be published
by Iloughton, Mifflin Company. Here
Is a sample extract dealing with precariousdays: "March 12, 1918. Nothingtalked of at Cabinet that would
Interest nation, a family or a child.
Mo talk of the war. No talk of Russiaor Japan. Talk by MoAdoo aliout
some bills In Congress, by the PreslJentabout giving the veterans of the
Spanish war leave, with pay, to at.cndtheir annual encampment. And
lie treated this seriously, as If It were
i matter of first Importance! No word
from Baker nor mention of his missionor his doing . . ."

In 17>0 when Jane Austen, In her
>ens, wan reading: everything aha
?ould lay hands on, "best sellers" were
in unknown quantity. The Action
Tana knew Included Richardson's
'Pamela" and "Clarissa Harlowe" (In
light volumes!); Fielding's 'Tom
Tones" and "Amelia," "The Vicar of
tVakcAeld" and Fanny Burney's "TCvelna,"nil of which wero published be'opr177S. It wan, however, the sensalonalromance fashionable In her own
lay, represented by tho works of Ann
ItadclllTc and Jane Porter, that moved
lane to the mischievous burlesques In
'I^ove and Frelndshlp," reviewed some
time ago In the book section,
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DR. RAD
LIFEANE
THE STORY OF A VARIED LIFE. By

VV. s. Ralnsford. Doubleday, Page A
Co.
DR. RAINSFORD as rector of St.

George's Church was one of
the most useful and prominent

clergymen In New York city. He was

closely associated with all types of citizens.He was a pioneer In the work
of the Institutional church. An autobiographyby him ought to be very Interesting.Some day perhaps he will
write It. This book Is valuable and
appealing, but It is not a life of tho
author.

In one chapter of his reminiscences
the author says: '"Once a preacher
always a preacher.' Is, I fear, true In
my case. Though I am holiday makingI cannot help scrambling Into an

extemporized pulpit and preaching a

short sermon." Although Dr. Rainsfordhas kept some sort of a daily rec-
ord of events from 1873, when he
was a curate In Norwich, until the
present, he has no flair for the concrete.His is the tvno of mind which
generalizes all his experience. The
instinct for homily nearly always
checks the flow of his narrative.
Daniel Defoe made the mistake of appendinga volume of serious reflectionsto "Robinson Crusoe," and the
world has forgotten that supplement.
This biography of an unusually active
man is nearly thlrty-flve per cent,
serious reflection.

In his final chapter Dr. Rainsford
apologizes for his sins of omission,
Ho says, "I had planned to write
at greater length of the out-of-doors
side of my life. It has meant a great
deal to me.of my Interesting Journey
through the Indian country in the
'GO'S, and forty years later of my stay
in equatorial Africa, But if my book
is to reach the hands I want It In, It
must not be too expensive, and I cannotfind spaco for an account of these
adventurous days"

Dr. Rainsford tells In detail about
his boyhood wanderings in France,
bis experience among the Indians,
his college life at Cambridge, his
religious work at Norwich and the
East End of London and his pastorate
in Toronto. He abandons chronology
when he comes to New York, and his
chapters become dhlefly essays on

the problems which confront the mod-
em churdh. There are tantalizing
glimpses of men whom he knew well.
J. P. Morgan Is shown In his capacity
of vestryman, conservative In his ad-
hesion to the old creed, but unwilling
to muzzle fhe pulpit. We see Gold-
win Smith from a new angle. There
Is much about Roosevelt, whom Dr.
Rainsford admired. He is a true democratand gives vivid accounts of
his humbler assistants.

Dr. Ralnsford tells the reader frank-
ly that he usually made a failure1
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) BELIEFS
in his first sermon at any church.
He was too self-conscious. He would
have abandoned preaching except for
the deep belief that h© had a message
to deiiver. He is not a man who likes
to talk about himself, and the Impulse
to write the book came from the feelingthat his life has certain lessons.
The key to the book Is the author's
attitude toward Individual religion and
toward the social mission of the
church.
As a spiritual document Dr. Rains*

ford's book vies with Cardinal Newman's"Apologia" In honesty of purpose.He shows us the evolution of
his creed. He has a chapter on the
Evangelistic movement which explainsthe Victorian epodh. The influenceswhich affected his youth are
clearly shown in his constant quotationof "The Pilgrim's Progress." He
treats the creed which he has outgrownwith much reverence. He
says, "The banyan ree's down thrustingbranches root themselves slowly,
firmly, round the parent stem. After
a long time the central stem decays,
but its function well done, Its childrenprolong its life forever. So with
our dear old beliefs. We owe all to
tnem, we are what we aro because of
them. Yet In their former shape they
exist for us no longer." Although Dr.
Ii.ainsford outirrew Calvinism he ad-
mired the men it had produced and ha
diverted Its earnestness Into new
channels. In individual religion ha
advocated the quest for new truth. Ha
was In continual danger of being
charged with heresy.

Dr. Ralnsford believed that the
church should grow with the times.
He was practical In his grasp of socialquestions. He felt that the professionalecclesiastic repelled the poor
and the laboring man. He made a

biave light to remedy this condition.
His first step was the free church. It
seemed to him that private ownership
of pews in the house of God was

sacrilege. He was the first preacher
to open his church on week days for
work and prayer. The uptown migrationof wealthy congregations seemed
to him desertion in the face of the
enemy. He organized a mission on

Avenue A and built up a Sunday
School which attracted the neighborhood.He did not believe In trying
to cure evil conditions by reforming
the derelict as much as In preventing
misery and degradation by reaching
the young. His Institutional church
was his big achievement In his parish
house he encouraged athletics and
dancing. He did not believe in methodsof repression and was the professedfoe cf the hired reformer. His
biography shows him to be a link betweenthe muscular Christianity of
Charles Kingsley and the propagandistfervor of Bouck White.
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